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Your soft lips and warm breath on my neck are all | can feel right now. You're kissing the violet love marks on 


my collarbone, the ones you've left the last time as a memory.. More like a proof of possession, actually. 


Here | am, shivering in pleasure, drowning in useless emotions and lust, falling for your damn game, again 
You've played me for so long, got everything you wanted. And I'm still the one who begs for more, the 
leftover. You don't love me? Big fucking deal. The tragedy is that my heart aches for you to set it free. It 


hurts to breathe, my lungs burn in agony, but | allow you to suffocate me with those venomous kisses. 
Dark bitter thoughts are imprisoning me. I'm trapped in this cage made of self-destructive memories. How 
sweet it felt when you kissed me in the wild pouring rain, for the first time. When you made me yours, when 


you said you will be there in the morning light. But you lied.You were gone, long gone. 


| stare at your beautiful brown eyes, which are filled with burning passion and need. You once asked me why | 


like your eyes so much. Well, they are so full of life, always luring me into the infinity of your soul. Genuinely 
fascinating eyes, like hot chocolate on a stormy autumn night, sweet and rich. Dare | even say delicious? 
Copper against honey, and when they water, they glow like two perfect orbs the same shade as nature after it 
rains. | guess they make my lifeless emerald ones vibrate in joy. 

Now you're looking at me, a devious smirk plastered on your face, asking for my permission to continue. 


"You are mine. All mine." you whisper. 


| kept quiet, so you just kissed me. | urge myself to push away, but | can't. | never could get away. At first, it 


was a delicate butterfly of a kiss. You tasted like toffees and luxurious champagne, it made me crazy. 
These are the moments | live for. I's addicting, your kisses are my salvation, my torment. 

You pull away gently, looking at me one more time. 

"Yours." | mumble. 

You won. Again. 


Damn you.. 


